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Nor can I tell now if thy sight should put
More faith in me or fear, to trusf'or doubt
The chance forefigured in thee ; for thou art
-As 'twere my fortune, faithful as man's fate,
Inevitable ; I cannot read the roll
That I might deem were hidden in thy hand
Writ with my days to be, nor from thine eyes
Take light to know ; for fortune too is blind
As man that knows not of her, and thyself,
That art as 'twere a type to me and sign
Incognizable, art no more wise than I
To say what I should hope or fear to learn,
Or why from thee.

Mary Beaton.        This one thing I know well
That hope nor fear need think to feed upon,
That I should part from you alive, or you
Take from me living mine assurance yet
To look upon you while you live, and trace
To the grave's edge your printed feet with mine.

Queen.    Wilt thou die too ?

Mary Beaton.                      Should I so far so long

Follow my queen's face to forsake at last
And lose my name for constancy ? or you
Whose eyes alive have slain so many men
Want when death shuts them one to die of you
Dying, who had so many laving lives
To go before you living ?

Queen.                             Thou dost laugh

Always, to speak of death; and at this time
God wot it should beseem us best to smile